A    WINDOW    IN    THRUMS
word when he did speak.   It was a kind o1
like a man hoarse wi' a cauld, an' yet no that
either."

" ' Wha bides i' this hoose ?' he said, ay
standin' there.

" * It's Davit Patullo's hoose/ I said, ' an1
am the wife/

" * Whaur's Hendry McQumpha ?' he speked,
" ' He's deid/ I said.
" He stood still for a fell while.
" ' An' his wife, Jess ? " he said.
" ' She's deid, too/ I said.
" I thocht he gae a groan, but it may hae
been the gate.

" ' There was a dochter, Leeby ? ' he said.
" ' Ay/ I said, ' she was ta'en first/
" I saw 'im put up his hands to his face,
an' he cried oot, ' Leeby, too!' an* syne he
kind o' fell agin the dyke.   I never kent 'im
nor nane o' his fowk, but I had heard aboot
them, an' I saw 'at it would be the son frae
London.   It wasna for me to judge 'im, an*
I said to 'im would he no come in by aa1 tak
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